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account for this campaign. Then I got a clue. The
centre of diffusion was the Bailey household. The
Baileys had never forgiven me my abandonment of
the young Liberal group they had done so much to
inspire and organise; their dinner-table had long been
a scene of hostile depreciation of The Blue Weekly and
all its allies; week after week Altiora proclaimed that
I was " doing nothing," and found other causes for our
bye-election triumphs; I counted Chambers Street a
dangerous place for me. Yet, nevertheless, I was as-
tonished to find them using a private scandal against
me. They did. I think Handitch had filled up the
measure of their bitterness, for I had not only aban-
doned them, but I was succeeding beyond even their
power of misrepresentation. Always I had been a
wasp in their spider's web, difficult to claim as a tool,
uncritical, antagonistic. I admired their work and
devotion enormously, but I had never concealed my
contempt for a certain childish vanity they displayed,
and for the frequent puerility of their political in-
trigues; I suppose contempt galls more than injuries,
and anyhow they had me now. They had me. Bailey,
I found, was warning fathers of girls against me as a
"reckless libertine/' and Altiora, flushed, roguish,
and dishevelled, was sitting on her fender curb after
dinner, and pledging little parties of five or six women
at a time with infinite gusto not to let the matter go
further. Our cell was open to the world, and a bleak,
distressful daylight streaming in.

I had a gleam of a more intimate motive in Altiora
from the reports that came to me. Isabel had been
doing a series of five or six articles in The Political Re-
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